NOBLE ESSENCES
to haunt the place, so that the clatter of his hoofs is heard on
Christmas Eve, or obversely he is seen galloping soundlessly
through the wood, where, at the top of the hill, rises the grey stone
obelisk under which he lies buried, and on the base whereof, to
relieve you from being worried by the phantom, you are supposed
to deposit a copper or two; or to see her feed the Italian green
lizards that would flash with emerald fire as they flickered at
her out of the interstices of the loose grey walls in which they
lived, beneath the green grass terraces.   Or, again, she might
run you at great speed to feed with sugar Cupid, a young and
most handsome Herefordshire bull   that might have been
drawn by William Blake.   (So impulsive in her generosity was
she to all living things that once when, on a dark and cheerless
day of winter, a guest asked " Where is Violet ? ", a witty
friend, Norah Lindsay, who was also staying in the house,
replied, " Oh, she's out buttering the lawns for the birds!")
There would, when you stayed with her, be picnics too, or
motor drives to places she had discovered for some particular
charm: to Bath, so that she could buy presents for her friends;
to Lydiard Tregoze, to see the tombs of members of the St.
John family in the church, or to that singular oriental vision,
Sezincote, which first provided the theme on which King
George IV and his band of landscapists and architects had
founded the variations that became the Royal Pavilion at
Brighton. . . , Often, however, Violet would stay for days
within the bounds of her house and garden, or would only go
beyond them to take walks, long but wind-swift, over the
steepest hills, for the beauty of Nether Lypiatt ever delighted
her; and I recall how, as she lay ill in London, almost within
the casting of Death's shadow, she told me, with a special and
lovely rapture in her voice, of the sort of enchantment its
aspect bore during what proved to be her last stay there,
three months before, in the peach-like glow of a fine September.
Her musical life, however, naturally centred in London,
which she greatly loved.   It was there that she liked to receive
her friends and to play to them: for, since she realised to the
full the nature of her medium and the capacities of her instru-
ments, and that they had been intended, when they were the
356